::;r:-:r.	209
chair, shuddering occasionally and shaking her head. Her
face seemed to grow thinner and paler, and she did not
smoke.
"Once I considered myself unfortunate," Sophia said
quietly, dropping her eyes. "I seemed to live in a delirium.
That was when I was in exile in a tiny provincial town.
I had nothing to do, and nothifxg to think about except
myself. As a means of whiling away the time, I would
go over and over all my misfortunes: I had quarrelled
with a father whom I loved; I had been expelled from
school and held up as a shameful example; I had been
put in jail; a close friend had betrayed me; my husband
had been arrested; I had been put in jail again and exiled;
then my husband had died. It seemed to me I was the
unhappiest creature in the world. But all my misfortunes,
and ten times more, could not equal one month of your
life, Pelagea Nilovna. Yours was daily torture, drawn
out year after year. Where do people get the strength to
endure such suffering?"
"They get used to it," answered Pelagea with a sigh.
'1 flatter myself that I know life fairly well," said
Nikolai thoughtfully. "Yet whenever I get a first-hand
view of it like this—not a book view, and not my own
tattered impressions—it seems ghastly. And it's the little
things that are ghastly—the insignificant moments making
up the years."
They talked on and on, touching on all aspects of this
dark life. The mother lost herself in reminiscences, draw-
ing out of the twilight of the past all the daily insults
that had made a horror of her youth.
"But here I go on talking and talking when it's time
for you to go to bed," she said at last. "You can't ever
tell all there is to be told."
The brother and sister silently took leave of her. Niko-
lai seemed to bow lower than usual, and he pressed her
hand with particular warmth. Sophia saw her to her
room.
"Good night. Have a good rest," she said as she left
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